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Pack 

by iselsis 


Summary 


Jason is a lone wolf pup in the woods when he's found by a human. He knows all the 
horrible things that humans will do with shifters, but when the human carries Jason back to 
his cabin, there's another shifter already there. Jason can only hope the older wolf will 
protect him. 


(continuation from my shifter au in espresso #18 


Notes 


My more loyal readers know to trust my intentions rather than my timelines. Yeaaah, still 
working on that Through the Looking Glass story, but it's very long with intense emotions, 
so it takes a lot of time. 


Direct continuation of espresso #18 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Jason yipped at the human and pressed his back against the tree with as fierce a growl as he could 


manage when his heart was pounding with utter terror. 


His mother had warned him what humans would do, how much they would pay to skin a wolf, 
especially a shifter. He’d thought that being so small would mean that no one would want his pelt, 
but she’d assured him that even a pup’s pelt would be enough for a hat or the lining of a coat, or 
even just a trophy for the human to boast that they had defeated a wolf shifter. And that was only if 
they killed him. 


He should have stayed in his cave. He should have, but he was so hungry, and he could smell the 
storm about to roll in, and he didn’t want to be cold and hungry. Now he was going to be dead. He 
was too weak to transform into a human to fight higher than the man’s ankles, not that that would 
even work, and even if he could transform, that would just make him a larger target. 


The human crouched, but stayed where he was. “Hey, little puppy. Where’s your pack?” 


Jason snapped his teeth at the man and growled again, but his fur bristled with fear. Dead. His 
pack was dead. They weren’t going to save him. If he could just get past the human...but he was 
backed up against a cliff ten feet away behind him, and the human was close enough to grab him if 
he tried to run to either side. 


“It’s about to rain soon. You shouldn’t be out here alone. Do you have a pack? Or do you need a 
den?” The man glanced up at the sky. 


Jason seized his opportunity and took off, racing to get around the man before he could look down 
and react. 


It might have saved him, but the wet leaves slid on top of each other, sending his front paws 
skidding underneath him and his face crashing into the dirt. 


The human chuckled, and then there were giant fingers around his ribs, lifting him off the ground. 
Jason wriggled and snapped, but the human’s grip was like bands of iron as he pulled Jason up 
against his chest. His arms, circling around him and pressing Jason so tight against the human’s 
body that he couldn’t move even to bite the human, were nearly as wide as Jason. 


“There you go, puppy. Let’s get you somewhere warm, okay?” the human said, like Jason had any 
choice at all. 


Jason snarled, but it sounded weak and puppyish even to his own ears. If he was in human form, he 
knew he would be crying. 


The human set off on a brisk pace, bouncing Jason every step. Jason thought he was going to be 
sick. He hoped he was going to be sick, sick all over the human’s chest. It would be a petty 
revenge, but hopefully enough for the human to want to kill him quickly instead of throwing him in 
a fighting ring like his dad had been. Jason had seen the scars on his dad’s skin, and knew there 
had been worse scars in his mind. 


They came to a cabin after only about a mile’s walk. 


There had been humans within a mile of him the whole time, and he’d been so stupid that he’d 
never even suspected. 


Jason didn’t realize that terrible, heartbreaking keen was coming from his own throat until the 
human’s fingers brushed behind his ear in a mockery of comfort. 


“Hey, hey,” the human crooned, “I’m not going to hurt you. You’re okay now.” 


No, he wasn’t going to be okay; he was never going to be okay again. He was going to be dead or 
worse, but the human kept petting him and whispering soothing nothings and it felt so good even 
though it hurt something deep inside. 


The human walked up the steps of the cabin, every thunk of heavy boots on cedar resounding like 
the beats of a drum. The human rearranged Jason to free one of his hands so he could open the 
door, and Jason made one last effort to thrash free. 


The human opened the door and stepped inside without even seeming to notice. 
“T’m home,” the human called as he shut the door behind them and knelt down. 


Jason closed his eyes tightly and sagged helplessly against the human. He was stuck. He couldn’t 
transform into a human, and he couldn’t open the door as a wolf. All he could do now was wait for 
his death and hope it didn’t hurt too much. 


Claws scraped across wood, and Jason snapped his eyes open to a set of glowing blue eyes. 
It was a shifter. 
It was a giant wolf shifter, staring down at him. 


Jason blinked at the shifter—the other shifter who wasn’t dead or scarred up or dragging chains. 
The older shifter leaned in very close and sniffed Jason all over before nudging the human’s hands. 


Jason was set down on his shaky paws for just a moment before the other shifter—a large pup, not 
quite an adult, but still so much larger than Jason—lowered opened jaws over the back of Jason’s 
neck and bit down firmly enough to hold him, but not firmly enough to hurt, and picked him up. 


Jason whimpered. Why was this wolf, who would be more than capable of ripping the human’s 
throat out, living in his home? Why hadn't the human hurt the shifter? Was—was the shifter the 
human’s pet? Did he want Jason to be a pet? 


Jason’s empty stomach churned against the idea of degrading himself to being a pet, but...it was 
warm inside the cabin. It was dry. There weren’t any predators except the human, and the human 
might even feed them. Or...the human might not even know that they weren’t just wolves. Then he 
wouldn’t know how much he could sell them for. 


The other shifter set Jason down on a pile of blankets in front of a dying fire and nudged him with 
his nose until his knees collapsed underneath him and Jason collapsed with his nose pressed into 
the scratchy wool that smelled thoroughly of the older wolf. 


The other wolf dropped down onto the blanket behind him, then curled around him and started to 
groom him, licking away dirt and sweat and nibbling at the mats in Jason’s fur. Jason whined in 
confusion and contentment. He hadn't felt so cared for and protected since his mom died. 


Maybe...maybe Jason could stand being a pet. Just for a bit. 


Rain fell in lazy patters on the world outside Jason’s den, but he barely heard it. His mama was so 
warm and soft, and nothing in the world could get through his mama when she was curled around 
him like this. Jason was warm, and groomed, and starving. 


He was starving, literally. 


Jason blinked and stretched with a whine of pain at the gnawing in his stomach, confused. His 
mama always made sure he had enough to eat, even if he told her he would rather be hungry and 
have her home than stay in the den alone all day and wait for her to come home. 


But his mama wasn’t coming home, because she was dead. 


Every muscles in Jason’s body tensed as it all came back to him in chunks. The human who had 
seen him from the path because Jason was too hungry to be sneaky. The human who had cornered 
him against a cliff and caught him when he’d tripped. Being carried back to the human’s cabin, 
where he was going to be skinned or trained or worse. And... 


...and the other wolf. 


There had been an older wolf, who’d picked Jason up and carried him to the fireside. The older 
wolf had started grooming Jason immediately, like they were a pack and not co-prisoners. It was 
the older wolf who was curled around Jason like a brother or a father would to keep Jason safe. 


The older wolf must have smelled Jason’s fear, because he curled up even tighter around Jason and 
licked Jason’s ears. It tickled. 


Jason tried to wriggle his ears to keep them away, but the other wolf’s scent changed to amused- 
content-relaxed, and he flicked his tongue lightly against the very tips of Jason ears. It was 
infuriating. 


It was also the closest he’d been to another living being without eating it or being terrified it was 
going to hurt him in months. Even as Jason nipped at the wolf unsuccessfully, he could feel the 
tension seeping out of him. 


Didn’t mean the other wolf wasn’t an asshole, though. 
Or that the human wasn’t around somewhere. 


Jason whimpered. He didn’t want the human to find him and decide what he wanted to do with 
Jason’s body, all ‘cause Jason was jut a stupid pup who couldn’t even stay out of the way of 
humans without his parents too look out for him. He didn’t want to be skinned, or trained to be an 
attack dog, or...or... 


The other wolf licked over Jason’s head, no longer aiming for the ticklish ears. His scent bled 
concern and kindness and he groomed and kissed Jason. 


The older wolf...the older wolf wasn’t hurt, and he was well fed, and he wasn’t even wearing a 
collar that would keep him from shifting. The human must not have known that they were shifters, 
because humans were mean, and if either one of them were found out by the human, their lives 
were over. 


But maybe they could escape. Tonight, they could transform—if Jason could even get the strength 
to change into his human form and convince the other shifter that they’d be safer on their own— 
and steal all the food in the house. They could go back to Jason’s den, or maybe they’d need to dig 
a new one far away so the human wouldn’t find them, and then they could live off the food for as 
long as possible. Long enough to stay in their den and wait for the human to give up looking for 
them. 


Jason shuddered in fearful hope at the idea of living with another wolf again. He was too small to 
be much good hunting, but Jason was really good at picking berries and climbing trees in his 
human form, so he could be helpful that way, and the older shifter would probably not like him 


much when he realized that Jason was pretty much useless, but in a few years, Jason would be 
useful. If he had another wolf to help with catching prey bigger than mice and squirrels, then Jason 
would actually ger that big someday. At night, they could curl up in their den, and they wouldn’t 
be cold or...or lonely. They could be a pack. 


But Jason was too weak to change form, and he wouldn’t be able to unless he had some real food, 
maybe even a few days of real food. Even then, the other shifter might have been too tamed by 
easy food and warmth to risk it for a chance at real freedom. Maybe he’d help Jason escape, but 
then Jason would be cold and hungry and alone again. 


Jason keened mournfully. He’d forgotten how good it was to not be alone. He’d forgotten how 
safety felt, and how it felt to be groomed by another set of claws and teeth. He’d only had it back 
for an hour, but he didn’t want to lose it so soon. 


The older wolf gently nosed Jason’s head until Jason had to lean back into the other wolf’s neck so 
that the wolf could groom Jason with aggressive kindness. Every few bites and nibbles at the mats 
in Jason’s fur, the wolf would swipe his cheek over Jason’s body, scenting Jason with this pup is 
protected scent. Maybe... 


Maybe escaping together wasn’t such a lost cause. Maybe the older wolf just didn’t want to be 
alone either. 


A hinge squeaked, and the scent of human flooded into the room. Jason whimpered again and 
wriggled his way as far tucked under the wolf as he could be without being squished by the other 
wolf’s body. The other wolf huffed in annoyance at having his grooming interrupted, and Jason 
winced, but no teeth seized him by the back of the neck and shook him or forced submission, and 
the protective scent only amplified as footsteps came closer and closer. 


The wolf growled mildly, a warning with no bite behind it. Yet. His body was tense against 
Jason’s. 


The human stopped a few feet away. “Dick.” Jason flinched. “He needs he needs to eat.” 


Jason felt the wolf nodding, but he didn’t see it from his protective den of an older wolf’s body. He 
focused on his breathing and his scent. He needed to pretend to be a good pet so the human 
wouldn’t decide to sell him to someone who would know a shifter wolf by sight. Just because the 
human couldn’t smell fear didn’t mean that he couldn’t see it and get mad. 


The human stepped closer, and Jason barely suppressed a flinch. Every footstep creaked 
ominously, like a tree about to fall. The other wolf licked Jason’s head once to calm him. 


The human stopped, and the wood creaked heavily just in front of them. Jason forced himself to 
stay very, very still, but he didn’t look up even when he smelled something good. The human 
might feed him just so he wouldn’t die, but it was easier to train a hungry dog. 


“Hey, puppy,” the human cooed. 


Jason felt a whimper building in his throat. He didn’t want to be called a puppy by someone who 
actually thought he was nothing but an animal, but he had to be an animal or the human would 
know how much he could sell Jason for, or that—or that he could do anything he wanted to Jason 
without getting in trouble. Jason would do anything if he was able to transform sometimes. He 
couldn’t stay forever in just one form, even if it meant...even if it meant whatever the human 
wanted from him. 


“We’re not going to hurt you, son. My name’s Bruce, and this is Dick,” the human continued. 


The whimper slipped out, and Jason nosed even closer to the wolf. Bruce was definitely a pervert, 
then, if he’d named his “dog” Dick. 


What if... 


What if Bruce was into bestiality? And that was why he named his wolf that? What if it didn’t 
even matter if Bruce knew that Jason was a shifter because he was going to—he was gonna— 


Jason keened desperately for his mom and dad to come save him, but they were gone, and they 
were never coming back, and it was just Bruce and—and Dick, and Jason, alone in the woods, and 
no one would even care what happened to Jason. They’d care more if Bruce were raping a dog 
than raping a shifter, and Jason couldn’t even stop keening to try to bite Bruce. 


He was gonna—if Bruce tried to fuck him when he was a pup, he was going to die, but a human 
who would rape an animal wouldn’t even care. 


Dick woofed at Jason and licked his ears, but Jason just whined and keened Jouder. He just wanted 
to be safe. 


“Pup,” Bruce started. “You look hungry. Will you eat this?” 


Dick snuffled in Jason’s fur, his scent calm and caring, but how could he be calm when there was a 
human who wanted to hurt them? Or maybe...maybe Bruce was just a human pervert, and he only 
liked humans, so Dick and Jason were safe. 


There was a clink-thud of glass on wood so close to them, followed by the creak of retreating 
footsteps. 


Something smelled so good. Bruce hadn’t retreat far, but it was enough that when Dick nosed the 
back of Jason’s head to push him forward, he didn’t fight the older wolf. A voice in the back of his 
mind hissed that this was stupid stupid stupid, but he didn’t care. 


On a plate—on a human plate—a few inches away from the edge of the blankets they were lying 
on was a heaping pile of steaming fluffy eggs and sliced up toasted bread. Jason hadn't had human 
food in years, not since Jason’s dad had lost his job with... with the not nice people, and they’d 
escaped into the mountains when Jason had still been small. He remembered how good human 
food was, though. Much better than raw, unseasoned meat. 


Jason’s mouth watered staring at the food. There was no way it was all for him, right? He had to be 
supposed to share with Dick, and Dick had first meal privileges because he was the older wolf. It 
killed Jason to sit still, but he couldn’t risk the protection and the kindness he was getting from 
Dick for a few bites of food. 


Dick rolled onto his stomach, shuffling enough that he wasn’t on top of Jason, and reached a paw 
for the food. Jason pressed himself deeper into the blankets to keep himself from launching at the 
food and trying to get as much down as he could before Dick could grab him by the neck and 
forced submission or just kill him. 


Dick nudged the plate closer and closer until it was pushing against the blankets and only an inch 
from Jason’s nose. Jason whined involuntarily in protest. That wasn’t fair. Jason was being good, 
but they were going to tempt him? That was just mean. 


Dick leaned over and shoved the back of Jason’s head with his nose, pushing Jason’s snout 


achingly close to the food, but Jason could prove that he knew how pack works, that he could be 
good. He would be a good pup, and then Dick would want to run away with him, and they could be 
a pack. 


“Pup,” the human called in a low voice. 
Jason flinched, but he looked up at the hulking figure a few feet away. 
“Tt’s for you. Dick ate a little while ago,” the human promised. 


Dick whuffed in agreement and licked the back of Jason’s head in encouragement. Jason nearly 
launched himself at the food, but he stopped himself just in time. 


What would a dog do in this situation? Jason didn’t want to be suspicious, but Bruce was talking 
like he thought Jason was a human, except if Bruce knew, then he’d have to be able to tell that Dick 
is a shifter, and then he would have hurt Dick. 


Jason turned his face to let Dick wash the bridge of his snout for as long as he could stand to wait 
before throwing himself at his first meal in days. 


The food was so hot it nearly burned the inside of his mouth, but it was so good. All Jason could 
taste was eggs and salt and butter, but he /oved it. The eggs were so light and fluffy, so easy to 
gobble down quickly, but Jason could feel how fast he was being filled up. When the eggs started 
to run out, he even tried the bread, which wasn’t as good as the eggs—Jason remembered his 
mama making toast, but she’d never made it black like this—but it was still good enough and 
smeared with butter. 


Dick licked and nibbled at Jason’s fur as he ate. Jason heard and felt the footsteps coming closer 
again, but he couldn't even care, because he had food. 


Thick human fingers rested on Jason’s head with less force than Jason knew they were capable of, 
and Jason found that he cared again. He fought to hold back a whimper and lost. 


The fingers retracted, and the human’s faint mood scent turned sad-disappointed. Jason hesitated 
before nibbling at the last few pieces of toast. If Bruce was about to do... whatever it is he wanted 
to do with Jason, then Jason wanted to be as well-fed as possible. 


“T won’t hurt you,” Bruce lied. Jason’s dad had had enough friends that Jason knew grownup men 
hurt little boys. It was only a matter of how much. 


Jason whined in fear, and Dick whined in sympathy and nibbled Jason’s ear. His stronger mood 
scent was frustrated-caring-protective. The frustrated set Jason’s nerves on edge, a reminder of his 
father’s worst days, but the caring-protective wrapped around Jason like a warm blanket. Dick was 
going to keep him safe, Jason knew. 


When Jason had finished off the last of his food, he tucked himself into Dick’s side again, but then 
Dick stood up— 


For a moment of stinging rejection, Jason thought Dick was just going to /eave, that he’d been 
away from other wolves for so long that he’d misinterpreted Dick’s smell. Jason suppressed a 
whimper and tried to keep the hurt out of his scent, because he wasn’t Dick’s pack, and Dick didn’t 
owe him anything. He was just a fellow prisoner, and if Dick hated Jason, then he was allowed to 
hate Jason. 


Jason was so miserable that he nearly missed the way the air heated and breezed around him, but 


he didn’t miss the thin human fingers tangled in his fur a moment later. 
Dick had just shifted. 
Bruce knew. He’d known the whole time, and Jason had never had a chance of fooling him. 


“T’m going to go get him some water,” Dick announced, scratching behind Jason’s ear one more 
time before rising up onto two feet and then walking away from Jason, leaving him behind with 
Bruce. “Keep an eye on him.” 


Jason snapped back around to face Bruce, his eyes wide and his body caught between flight and 
fight. He tried to growl, but it was too high pitched to be intimidating. If he’d been in human form, 
it would have been a scream. His muscles trembled with the need to run, but his joints were stiff 
with fear. He was rooted too the spot, shaking like a cornered rabbit and just as helpless. 


Bruce sat calmly on the floor only a few feet away, but the human was so big that he could lunge 
forward and grab Jason without a moment’s notice, and then he could put Jason in a cage, and if it 
was too small, then Jason wouldn’t be able to transform into a human, and then he would be stuck 
forever or until Bruce decided if he wanted to sell Jason or beat him or make him fight or rape him, 
or all of those things in whatever order the human wanted. 


Something loosened and tightened in Jason when Dick’s careful feet approached. Jason didn’t look 
up, even when a glass bowl sloshing water was set down right in front of him. 


“Hey, pup,” Dick greeted amicably, like he hadn't just betrayed Jason to the real monster. 
“Everything’s okay. You should drink some water. It will make you feel better.” 


With that, Dick knelt beside Jason and shifted as he laid down. Jason still couldn’t tear his eyes 
away from Bruce’s even gaze, but Dick bit Jason’s scruff lightly and tugged until Jason toppled 
over. Jason closed his eyes and hid his face in the blanket. Dick curled tightly around him, but the 
older wolf’s body no longer felt like protection. It felt like a cage. 


Jason heard the wood groan as Bruce stood, because Bruce was such an absolutely huge human 
who could hurt them both so bad in so many ways, and it probably wasn’t even Dick’s fault that he 
was a loser and freaking traitor, because if Bruce had caught Dick when he was a puppy like he’d 
caught Jason, then Dick probably had really bad...really bad...stalking syndrome, Jason was pretty 
sure it was called, which probably meant that Bruce was going to try to give Jason stalking 
syndrome, and someday he’d probably find another pup too stupid or hungry or small to get away, 
and he’d give that one stalking syndrome too. 


Jason whimpered pathetically. It was going to start now, because Jason had eaten lots, and he’d 
probably be able to change back soon if that was what Bruce wanted, and if it wasn’t what Bruce 
wanted, then Bruce was gonna—he was gonna—he was gonna do something, and Jason couldn’t 
stop him. 


“T’m going to finish packing,” Bruce said. “We need to get out of here before the rain gets much 
worse and makes the roads impassible.” 


Dick raised his head and nodded, then laid back down and kissed Jason’s cheek. Jason’s whiskers 
twitched in reflex. 


Bruce hmmed in response, then walked away into another part of the cabin. A door creaked open, 
then creaked closed and latched, closing the human’s scent away like a blanket keeping out a 
monster. 


As soon as the latch clicked, Dick stood up and shifted back to his human form. Jason snarled 
weakly at Dick and scowled as best as he could with his pup features. 


Dick made a brief attempt to look cowed, then smiled and pet his fingers over Jason’s head. Jason 
nipped at his fingers, but Dick was too fast for Jason to bite him. 


“Hey, kiddo,” Dick soothed. “Calm down. You’re safe now.” 


Jason tried to shift just to yell at Dick, but it only made his head spin, and he had to flop down his 
head down onto his paws to save face. 


Dick took full advantage of Jason’s weakness—he must have learned that from Bruce—and 
scratched behind Jason’s ears. Jason hated him for how good it felt and the way it made Jason melt 
in Dick’s hand. 


“Bruce isn’t going to do anything bad to you, pup,” Dick told him, emphasizing the words with a 
pet running all the way down Jason’s back. “He’s really nice.” 


Jason shook his head because Bruce was lying and Dick was lying or stupid. There was nowhere 
safe, especially not with a human. 


Dick’s fingers came to a large mat in Jason’s fur, and he hummed and poked at it for a few 
moments before apparently giving up. 


“We’ll have to have Leslie take a look at those tangles,” Dick decided. 


Jason inhaled sharply and snapped his eyes up to Dick. Dick blinked at Jason’s alarm, then smiled 
broadly again and squished Jason’s face between his hands. 


“Leslie is our vet. She’s really nice too, and she’d never let anyone hurt a shifter. Bruce is really 
careful about who finds out that I’m a shifter,” Dick said. 


Jason could believe that, at least part of it. Bruce probably didn’t want people to know that his 
“dog” was really his bitch. Most people liked to just ignore what happened to shifters behind 
closed doors, and if they ignored it, then the really bad people who liked to fuck pups or pit shifters 
against each other in fighting rings could do what they wanted, so bad people kept out of sight 
most the time. 


Dick’s smile wavered when Jason just drooped in his hands. 


“Puppy.” Dick pulled Jason up into his arms and cradled him like a human baby despite Jason 
weak protests. It forced Jason’s stomach to be exposed in a vulnerability that terrified him, but 
Dick just pressed his nose over Jason’s rapidly beating heart. 


It was a deeply authoritative gesture, and a deeply caring one too. Reminding Jason that he was a 
pup and needed to listen to the older shifters in the pack, but also reminding him that they would 

keep him safe. It...it was like Dick was actually claiming Jason as his pack, and Jason felt so safe 
he could have cried even though he knew Bruce was going to hurt him so much soon. It wasn’t 


fair. 


Dick pressed a human kiss over Jason’s heart, then another right between his eyes. “You're safe, 
puppy. You’re mine now, and I won’t let anyone hurt you. Bruce might look mean and scary, but 
he took me in after my shifter parents died, and he’s never hurt me or let anyone bad find out what 
I am. He’ll take care of you too.” 


Jason wanted to be in human form just to cry. He wanted that to be true, he wanted to be safe and 
cared for, but humans didn’t do that because shifters were worse than animals to them. Why was 
Dick lying to him if he was gonna be so nice and pretend he cared about Jason the whole time? 
And why didn’t Dick smell like guilt or smug pleasure at trying to fool Jason, because he smelled 
honest, but he couldn’t be honest, because humans were mean! 


Dick gently scratched under Jason’s ear. “I know. It sounds weird. I didn’t want him to know I was 
a shifter at first, but then Bruce’s adopted dad realized what I was. Alfred’s a shifter too.” 


Jason inhaled sharply, and the world froze. Bruce had been raised by a shifter? Jason had heard 
stories about kids raised by wolves, but he’d never heard of a shifter taking care of a human child 
before. 


“You’re so small, kiddo. You shouldn’t be all by yourself,” Dick whispered. His scent was nothing 
but kindness and faint protectiveness. “You’re too thin, and it’s getting cold. Besides, there’s a bad 
storm about to hit, and you’ll freeze or get crushed by a falling tree if you stay here. If you come 
with us, though...” 


Jason shuddered. He wasn’t considering it. He wasn’t, because he knew it was all lie, because... 
because humans just were bad to shifters. 


“We'll take you to Alfred first, because Leslie will be closed by the time we get home, but Alfred 
used to be a medic in the army,” Dick rambled. “And then you can have your own room, or you 
could come to my room, and we could nest together.” 


The excitement in Dick’s voice startled Jason, but it left no confusion about what he wanted Jason 
to pick. 


Jason wanted it so badly. He wanted to be warm. He wanted food. He wanted a pack that wanted 
him. He wanted...he wanted to be safe. He hadn't had that much in his life, but Dick was dangling 
safety just beyond Jason’s paws. 


“We can be a pack,” Dick said wistfully, echoing Jason’s thoughts like he’d read them. 


Jason didn’t want to think about it anymore. The idea that he might be safe was too dangerous, too 
unknown and terrifying. He couldn’t do anything even if Dick was lying, so he told himself that it 
was helplessness and not hopefulness that had him curling as best he could on his back into Dick’s 
body. 


Jason woke briefly when Dick stood up, but he couldn’t rouse himself enough to do more than 
blink groggily a few times before shutting his eyes again with a huffy sleepy whine. Dick chuckled 
and flicked his ear, but Jason— 


He didn’t really remember what he did, because the next time he woke, he was on Dick’s lap 
again, faintly aware of motion. It hurt his stomach and his mind—he had a vague memory of the 
feeling of traveling by car, but that had been so long ago, and Jason was so tired. He closed his 
eyes again and went back to sleep. 


He blinked to half-awareness a few times before the faint vibrations and the tug at his stomach 
were gone. There were flashes of light, distant rolls of thunder, and a hum of an engine and rain. 


Jason woke for the last time on something unholily soft and fluffy. It felt like sinking into a cloud, 
and Jason could have died happy. The cloud smelled of another happy-content-safe wolf, a bit 


older than Jason and stale, like the nest hadn't been used in several days. There was a fresh source 
of the scent behind him, and Jason rolled onto his side to cling to Dick. He must have shifted in his 
sleep, because he had fingers now. 


Fingers. Fingers were weird. Were they yummy, too? Maybe Jason would get to bite off Bruce’s 
fingers. He would, if Bruce...if Bruce tried things. 


Bruce wasn’t in the nest, though, and Dick was, and Jason was so tired, so he pushed away the fear 
trying to scramble to the front of his consciousness. When Dick curled around him, Jason let him, 
and he went back to sleep. 


End Notes 


Bruce: *comes into the cabin with a smol pup smelling of terror and no pack* 
Dick: Ummm...whatcha got there? 

Bruce: a smoothie 

Jason: eeeeek, he's going to throw me in the blender 


Rules for requests (in no order because I'm tired): 

1. One request per person 

2. Requests must be continuations of the oneshots or the under three chapters fics 

3. Say something like "for my special request, I would like..." please and not "more of 
this!!!" if you want that to be your one thing so I actually know to write it 

4. Must be signed in 

5. I'm gonna add a list of what has been requested, and if you made a request and it's not on 
there, tell me, because I didn't think it through and write stuff down, and now most the 
requests are buried because there's an unreasonable number of comments in my inbox and I 
can't find them all 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


